THE   MONASTERY   OF    SECLUDED    LIGHT

stairway, and led, past Tao Kuang, Temple of the
Bamboo Grove, to the Monastery of Secluded Light.

I only glanced at Tao Kuang, despite the attraction
of red walls and golden roof set in the wooded hill, and
the bamboos leaning lightly, playing with their
wanton shadows. I walked on fast, trying to defeat
the endless steps, taking them in ones, and now in
twos, now obliquely, now direct. I passed the last
trees; the bare steps zig-zagged up the hill under the
sun. I passed the stone shelter where a woman offered
tea, and where bearers waited with chairs to tempt
you to take the last part at your ease. Still I went on.
I put my hand in my pocket as I heard, above me,
the professional moan of a blind woman sitting in
the middle of the path, who had heard my approach.
My softness induced a child selling Buddhist rosaries
to try his luck, but my smile provoked his laugh,
and he bundled the necklaces back into his basket.
He tried me with an apple; I put my hand in niy
pocket and showed him one; he tried not to smile
and offered me an orange. I drew out two; he laughed
again and gave up.

The mountain seemed to tower less; I felt a breeze
on my face; in a moment there were no more steps
and opposite me on the summit was the Monastery.
The ground between was filled with bearers resting
by empty chairs; the forecourt was filled with pil-
grims, women hobbling and men buying water for